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sistent use of that exclamation. Of course it did often" occur in plays by authority of their authors, but whenever Thorne was nervous, confused, or " rattled/' as actors term it, or uncertain of the next line, he would pass his hand across his brow and exclaim, in suppressed tones: " My God! " and delicious creepy chills would go up and down the feminine spine out in the auditorium — the male spine is not so sensitive, you know. A fine actor, hot-tempered, quick to take offence, equally quick to repent his too hasty words; as full of mischief as a monkey, he was greatly beloved by those near to him. I worked with him in perfect amity, albeit I do not think he ever called me anything but Johnny, the name Lou James bestowed upon me at Daly's; and his death found me shocked and incredulous as well as grieved. He should have served his admiring public many a year longer, this most admirable Armand.
And Mr. Parselle, what a delight his stage presence was. He had unction, jollity, tenderness, dignity, but above all a most polished courtesy. It was worth two dollars to see John Parselle in court dress, and his entrance and salutation as Duval Ptre in the cottage scene of " Camille " was an unfailing gratification to me — he was a dramatic gem of great value.
Mr. Stuart Robson, by expressing a genuine tenderness of sympathy for the dying woman in the last act, amazed and delighted everyone. It had not been suspected that a trained comedian, who hopped about and lisped and squeaked through the other acts, could lay aside those eccentricities and show real gentleness and sincerity in the last — a very memorable Gaston was Mr. Stuart Rob-son.
But oh, how many of these names are cut in marble now! Poor Claude Burroughs! with his big eyes, his water curls, and his tight-waisted coats. We would not have poked so much fun at him, had we known how terrible was the fate approaching him. And little Katie Holland — she of the knee-reaching